NOMAD                               83

Then he said to the Colonel:   "I think I'd better

take him to see Glubb, -don't you, sir? "
" Yes.   That might be a good idea/'
" Meet me at the Orient Palace for dinner at eight,"

said Altounyan.    " So long."

The car turned and twisted rapidly as it climbed the
serpentine road up the side of the mountain between
Jericho and Amman. I knew the skill of Elias, the lean
young bedouin who was Altounyan's driver, and I
looked comfortably at the river-bed far below in the
valley. The air grew colder, and Altounyan leaned
back and drew out a heavy, fleece-lined coat which he
spread across our knees.

" Excited, laddie ?"

"Very."

"We'll go straight to his house. I shall leave you
alone to talk with him."

"But . . ."

" It's your plan and you've got to explain it."

/'You knew Lawrence, didn't you? "

He was silent. I looked at him. I think he knew
what was coming.

"Of the two, Lawrence and Glubb, I mean, which
do you think the greater? " Even as I spoke the last
word I felt it was stupid and inappropriate.

Altounyan was quiet for so long that I began to think
he would not answer. Then he said:

"This one."

Outside the little house in Amman, three soldiers from
the Arab Legion stood talking in a shelter from the